SKULL-MEASURING

Ibadhi   Oman    we   forbid    these   instruments   of   the
devil/

Meanwhile the procession was making its brave way to
pay me respects inspired by hope of reward - a basket of
dates, perhaps, for death with them, as at an Irish wake,
is an occasion for feasting. The banner-carrier and drum*
mers moved slowly forward; the main body of negroes
about them, with staves held aloft, were dancing and
chanting, and a party of negresses came tripping along
in rear. As the fort gates were approached some of the
men rushed forward threateningly in a mock attempt at
forcing the doorway that was already open.

Within the courtyard a halt was cried and the rhythm
changed. With the drums and banners for a centre, the
men circled round in single file, hopping now on this foot,
now on that, and chanting some wild Swahili gibberish
while their women moved circumspectly around the outer
edge with curious measured step, their mantles lifted
suggestively before them. Other negroes detached them-
selves for a mock fight, one man who presumably im-
personated the evil spirit .lying on the ground lashing
wildly about him, while would-be vanquishers assailed him
from all sides.

So many sightseers pressed into the outer gateway that
they made the exit of the Omani at my side impossible,
and he remained an involuntary spectator. He stood aghast
at this exhibition of paganism, which he would have
suppressed if he could, while I felt that I was the object
of his inward censure for my levity in taking a cine-picture
of the proceedings.

In the afternoon I was to witness more elaborate ritual
outside in the gardens, for the Sultan had forbidden the rite
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